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IN THE TEAR 1774, SAMUEL HEARNE CHOSE THE SITE 
OF CUMBERLAND HOUSE ON THE SASKATCHEWAN 
WHERE GREAT WATER ROUTES MET. 



IT WAS DESTINED TO BE A FAMOUS HUDSON'S BAY 
TRADING POST. THE FIRST ONE NEVER TO BE ABANDON- 
ED AS A WHITE MAN'S RESIDENCE. 
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YORK BOATS LIKE THIS ONE BROUGHT THIRTY TONS 
OFPEMMICAN TO CUMBERLAND HOUSE EACHYEAR 
TO FEED THE FUR BRIGADES. 

__ POST MASTER^ Pi™« Mud nolle* on Form 
Lw. Cgnrffht S 191 



THE PEMMICAN, WHICH WAS DRIED BUFFALO MEAT.WAS 
GROUND AND MIXED WITH TALLOW, IN NINETY POUND 
SACKS STORED IN THE FORT. 
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THRE E DAYS AGO A GAME WARDEN WAS SHOT IN WOOD 
BUFFALO PARK- --BY TWO POACHERS HECAUGI 
WITH A BIG BULL THEY HAD KILLED? THEY LEFT 
THE WARDEN GADLY WOUNDED, AND TOOK 
A PLANE 




YESf AND THEY'RE 
NOTTHEFIRSTTOMAKE 
OFF WITH A RARE BUF- 
FALO TROPHY HEAD? 
WE SUSPECT THERE IS 
A WELL-ORGANIZED 
RINGOPERATINGfTHEY 
FLY IN UNSCRUPULOUS 
SPORTSMEN ---FOR A 
HIGH PRICE— USUALLY 
AT NIGHT, AFTER THE 
SPRING break-up: 



IT MAKES SENSE, SIR' IN MAY A NO EARLY JUNE 
THEREARE COUNTLESS SHALLOW PONDS 
APLANE COULOSETDOWI 
NEED MORE THAN THAT 
COVER THEIR Tfl 




LATE1HE FOLLOWING DAI, KING S PLANE WINGS OVER THE BORDER OF THE ENORMOUS PARK 




DO YOU EXPECT 10 SEE ANY- \ J NAVE A HUNCH--- 
1HIN6 BESIDES GEESE AND J THEH IT IS.'-k PUNE'S 
DUCKS, KINS? - —^/ilNG-TIP.HALf HIDDEN IN 



A TALL NORTHERN SPRUCE SLANTS ACROSS A NARROW 
COVE .HIDING THE SMALL FLOAT PLANE FROM ALL BUT 
THE SHARPEST EYES 




THIS Will KEEP THEM FROM TAKING OFF- - - 
[ INCASETHERESKOUlDeEASLIP-UP- //"THE 
i OWNERS HAPPEN TO BE HONEST, I CAN APQLQ- 





BUT THE SAME BREEZE WHICH CARRIED THE HUNTER'S VOCES - -AND HEADS FOR THE HATED SCENT, WITH HIS HERD 

TOTHEBEARS.CARRIESTHEBEARS'MUSKr SCENT TO A HERD AFTER HIM. 
OFWILD BUFFALO ACROSS THE PRAIRI E THE LEADER 
SNORTS, BELLOWS Id 




iHVAetLTJHE BIGGEST GRIZZLY BITES AT THE | - - -ANDCMAfiGES 
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MOMENTS LATER---IN BRIGHT MOONLIGHT-- 








WE'HESOING BACK THERE NOW AND BRING 


W NO* LISTEN' 


THE BUfF'S 


)FAD 


SO TOO CAN 


' RENEGE 


A ILL PAT YOU FIVE 


ON THE PRICE--- AND PUT ME 1 


WRONG 
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I REMOVED THIS VITAL PART WHEN I FIRST FOUND 
YOUR PLANE' NO*, GET BACK IN AND WE'LL *Ll 
TAKEOFF' 




BOUT THE TLUB: 

WE HAVE ARRESTED THE 

RING LEADERS? THEY 

AND THE SPORTSMAN 

RAMER ARE FACING 

TRIAL 




AND [ BELIEVE WE'LLHAVE NO MORE 
PARK BUFFALO KILLED ILLEGALLY FOR 

A LONGTIME---THANKS TO YOURGOOD t 
WO»K- DISMIS5ED,SERGEANT-- 
ANDMOOS-TOOS' 





The spring thaw hod come end gone 
and though Summer was almost at hand, 
the Canadian morning air was still brisk 
and cold. 

Bruce Larkin knelt before the wood- 
burning stove and tossed another piece 
of kindling into the fire. He slammed the 
iron door shut with a clang. "It's no use," 
he said as he straightened up. "We've 
tried, but we're beaten. We might as well 
face it." 

"We will when the time comes, only I 
don't believe we're beaten — not yet any- 
way!" The words were spoken by Bruce s 
pretty wife, Jane. She came over to where 
he stood and placed her hands on his 
shoulders. "You're a first rate doctor," 
she said quietly, "but in these northern 
territories, acceptance comes slowly. You 
knew that when you decided to lake over 
Doctor Grayson's practice." 

He nodded his head in silent agree- 
ment. It was true all right. He knew it 
wouldn't be easy, but it was this very 
challenge that mode him accept. Only 
that was five months back, and he had 
made no headway since. The neighboring 
trappers and lumberjacks were polite, but 
they kept a cool distance. And what he 
knew all too well, deep down inside, was 
that until he could win their trust and con- 
fidence he could never really be their doc- 
tor. 

He took her hands gently in his. "We 
all make mistakes," he said. "Mine was 
coming north. Anyway, I've made arrange- 
ments. We'll be leaving at the end of the 
month." 

He could hear Jane's gasp of surprise, 
but before she could speak the cabin door 
shook beneath heavy blows and a voice 
cried out. 

The caller was Joke Le Mieux. Breath- 
less and flushed, he blurted out the news. 



A trapper's young son had slipped ond 
fallen while playing with some friends 
along Pike's Ridge. A projection of shelf- 
rock some distance below had broken 
the foil, but the boy was badly hurt. 

Bruce Lorkin stopped only long enough 
to snatch up his medical bag and hat; then 
they were out the door. 

A rescue party had already gathered 
when Larkin arrived on the scene. Peering 
over the edge, he could see the boy 
sprawled out on the ledge below. His 
practiced eye missed nothing. The right 
leg formed an awkward, unnatural angle. 
It was definitely broken. 

Some of the rescuers had now rigged 
up a crude rope sling and one of the men 
was about to be lowered. "Hold it," Lar- 
kin cried out "He can't be moved in his 
condition, at least not until 1 get to him!" 

They didn't argue, but did os they were 
fold. Minutes later, while the men above 
slowly lowered the sling. Doctor Bruce 
lorkin reached the boy's side. He worked 
swiftly, ond by the time the splints were 
in place the boy hod regained conscious- 
ness. Fortunately, a quick examination 
showed no further damage than the 
leg. Carefully placing the lad in the sling, 
he gave the signal to haul away. 

When Bruce himself was hauled up, the 
men stood back respectfully. One of them 
held Bruce's hat, another picked up his 
bag. "You took your chances in that 
sling," said Jake Le Mieux. "It's not the 
sort of thing we'd expect from an out- 
sider." 

"I was thinking of the boy," Bruce said 
Simply. 

Suddenly they were surrounding him, 
pumping his hand and pounding him on 
the back. They didn't have to say it. He 
could see it in their eyes, the confidence 
and trust he had all but given up hope of 
ever gaining. 

He didn't have lo tell Jane when he got 
back to the cabin. She could read it in his 
eyes and smile. 

"Then we're not leaving?" she whis- 
pered. 

"Of course nof," said Bruce. "I'm their 
doctor. This i» where I belong." 
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DEEP IN THECANAOIAN ROCKIES IN ABOUT 1840 THE SNAKE AND ASSINNI BON 
TRIBES AGREED TO TALK PEACE WITH EACH OTHER THE PLACE WAS TO BE 
THEASSINIBOINCl 




ATTHETIME AGREED UPON, ALLTHE MEN OFTHESNAKE THE ASSINIBOINS WERE WAITING IN A SOLEMN CIRCLE 

TRIBE ARRIV ED. AS THEY HAD ACRE EO.THEY BROUGHT NO AROUND THE COUNCIL FIRE --- A CIRCLE WHICH OPENEO 

WEAPONS. ■ mfJBI ■ TO AOMIT THE NEWCOMERS. NO GUNS OR OTHER WEAPONS 




WHEN THE SNAKES WERE ALL SEATEO A SIGNAL WAS GIVEN--- AND RIFLES, SNATCHED FROM UNDER THE ASSINIBOINS' 
_BLANKETS, MOWED DOWN EVERY SNAKE WAR RIOR | ft. 1 "'-:'""' t'_W~ 
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---AND THERE THEY WERE LEFT IN A TEEPEE, BOUND HAND 
AND FOOTf THEY HAD ONE VISITO R--- A FRENCH-INDIAN 
CALLED BELLEROSE' \~ 




BELLEROSE.KNOWING THAT THE GIRLS WOULD BE DOOMED [HE GAVE THEM ALL HE HAD BEEN ABLE TO BRING INTO I 

TOASHOR.TUFE AMD A BITTER ONE, CUT THEIR BONDS — AT THE TEEPEE — HIS KNIFE. A LITTLE 8AG WITH FLINT 

THEHISKOFHISLIFE.r \ \ tf | ANO STEEL, AND TINDER---FOR UGHTJNG FIRES. 







THE THREE GIRLS HAD NO HOME—NO FAMILY TO 
RETURN TO' THEIR ONLY THOUGHT WAS TO GET AS 
MR AWAYAS THEYCOUL 



REACHING THE BAPTISTE RIVER WHERE IT JOINS THE ATHABASCA. 
THEY MADE A FRAILRAFT OF DRIFTWOOD, LACED WITH WYTHES 
ANDBAflK. TWO Of THE GIRLS WERE DETERMINED TO CROSS . 




THE LONE GIRLTRAVELED UP THE SMALLER RIVER TOWHAT 
LOOKED LIKE GOOD HUNTING GROUND SHE LIVED ON 
BERRIES 



--ANOON SUCH SMALL GAME AS SHE COULD TAKE 
WITH WEAPONS SHE MADE HERSELF? SHE DREW THE 
SINEWS PROM SOUIRREL TAILS AND JOINED THESE 
TO MAKE RABBIT SNARES. 




WARMCLOTHFS 
TO STORE AWAY 


uiip'd' s "j 


AND SMOKED MEAT 
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THAT FALL AN IRO0U0IS INDIAN. HUNTING FAR FROM HIS 
USUAL TERRITORY, FOUNO THE TRACKS OF PAPASKU'S 
HOMEMADE SNOWSHOES" AND THOUGHT FEARFULLY OF 




THE FOLLOWING SUMMER THAT SAME HUNTER CAME BACK TO 
LEARN IF THE MAKER OF THE " WEETIGO * TRACKS STILL WAS 
AROUND HE FOUND PAPASKU'S CAVE AND A FIRE BURNING 



HE WAITED UNTIL SHE RETURNED- AND RECOGNIZEO 
HER FOR ONE Of THE GIRLS WHO HAD ESCAPED THE 
A5SINIBOIN MASSACRE? BUT PAPASKU, AT SIGHT OF 
A STRANGE INOIAN.WAS TERRIFIED. 




WHEN SHE TRtEO 10 ESCAPE, THE IROQUOIS RAN HER OOWN- 
RE ALU INC THAT LONELINESS AND PAINFUL MEMORIES HAD 
NEARLY TURNED HER 



GENTLY HE SOOTHED HER AND LED HER BACK TO HIS 
WIFE AND FAMILY HER SUFFERINGS WERE OVER' 
LATER SHE MARRIED AND KNEW THE COMFORT OF 
HAVING HER OWN HOME I 
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1 THE MAN IS d COLD-BLOODED KILLER 
V 1 , TOO LATE, STARRRE! 
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ARQCKSUOEf THOSE 

SHOTS STARTED ITf 

AND THERE ON THE 

FF TRAIL — -TITO 

iff* TRAPPED.' 





FAR BELOW THE CLIFF TRAIL--- IN A NEST OF ROCKS 



1 KNOW YOU TWO HAVE 
GOLD AND GRUB IN TOUR PACKS 
THROW THEM DOWN— ALONG 
WITH YOURGUNS---OR 
START ANOTHER SLIDE 
BEHIND YOJ 






WELL, HEBE WE ARE, UDALL! 

THAT STUNTED TREE.GROWING 
JUST A60VE THE OVERHANG. 
HOLD MY ROPE" DO VOU FEEL 

LIKE FOLLOWING ME DOWN 




YOU GO FIRST, 
MOUNTIEr IFCW 

MAKE IT 

THOUT STARTING 
ANOTHER SLIDE- 
FOLLOW! 



YOU'RE PLUMB CHAZY.HOUNTlEf THE WHOLE 
THING IS GOING TO LET LOOSEf BUT IT'S YOUR 
FUNERAL r 
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BELOW, ON THE LEDGE.UNDER )HE OVERHANG 






H A BURST OF RJftt.KOLF UDALL EMPTIES HIS RIFLE * 




t DON'T THINK THERE WILLBE \ srA#F/ft£?lf 
TROUBLE NOW — EXCEPT FOR UOALLf ITHAT'S ThENAME 
6UT1 CAN USE THIS RIFLE WHEN 1 / OF TOUR HORSE, 

TAKE HIS TRAIL ON r^SERSEANT! HE'S 

STARFIREf , ■C GONE! WESAWHIMI 




HINUTESLATER- ■ OH HIGH RIDGE— | ^^ , lXUlLL - s 
TRAIL- HEADING 
EAST' 
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THE NIGHT STEALERS 




TUROK, SON! STONE 



A Dell adventure 

comic on sale 

at your Favorite dealer. 




THE ESKIMO SLED DOG IS WELL ADAPTED TO HIS 
SAVAGE.FROZEN WORLD! HE IS TOUGH AND SPEEDY, 
ANDAWILLING WORKER. 



HE DOES VERY WELL IE FED A DIET OF FROZEN 
FISH, OR SEAL MEAT TWO OR THREE TIMES A WEEK 
.AND HE BOLTS IT ALMOST WHOLE. 




HE IS READY TO FIGHT AT THE DROP OF A TAIL, AND 
HE REALLY MEANS BUSINESS? HIS OWNER MUST 
STOPA FIGHT QUICKLYf 



WHEN A POLAR BEAR IS SCENTED OR SIGHTED, 
NOTHING CAN HOLD THE ESKIMO DOG BACK | HE 
LOSES ALL CAUTION, AND ATTACKS.' 





THERE ARE S T lLL ESKIMOS WHO DARE TO HUNT THE WALRUS IN THE OLD- FASHIONED MANNER WITH 
A HARPOON FROM A FRAIL, SEALSKIN-COVERED CANOE OR KAYAK. THIS METHOD GIVES THE 
FIERCE BULL WALRUS ALMOST EQUAL ODOS. 




HE IS A POWERFUL SWIMMER.AND FAIRLY 
IN HIS FIGHTING RAGE HE LOSES ALL FEAI 
ATTACKING AGAIN AND AGAIN. 



GREAT TUSKS OF THE WALRUS PIERCE THE 
O'S KAYAK, THE MAN IS LIKELY TO GO DOWN 
US LITTLE CRAFT INTO THE SEA, 




